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No class of labor feels the grip of grinding monopoly more than our underpaid, overworked ball-players. 
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DOWN WITH THE 


we us to suggest to 
' 
BASE-BALL TRUST. 


the “uplift” workers 
and social reformers of the 
U.S.A. that they are overlooking a great oppor- 
tunity. It is all very well to inquire into the 
affairs of the Pittsburgh steel laborers, and 
equally is it well to turn the light of publicity 
on conditions in Lawrence, Massachusetts, 
where the Wool Trust holds royal sway; but 
cruelest of all monopolies, we have lately learned, 
is the Base-ball Trust, and about the welfare of 
labor in that gigantic industry uplift workers and 
social reformers seem nota whitconcerned. Why 
is this? It cannot be because the uplift forces 
have never heard of the Base-ball Trust. Its 
doings are spread out in the public prints every 
day. Is it because—horrid thought !—that 
the best part of the public are so fond of the 
national game that they are indifferent to the 
conditions under which the workers exist? Are 
they like the hardened citizens of decadent 
Rome, caring nothing what becomes of the un- 
fortunate men in the arena so long as they 
themselves are amused? It cannot be, and 
yet seemingly it is. Otherwise, there would 
be indignation and 
action, not indifference 


A. SCHWARZMANN, Vice-Pres., 
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@artoons and Pomments 


or pants making, in glass-blowing or tending 
looms, a man may labor till his hair is gray. He 
may even reach the Biblical age-limit of three- 
score and ten and yet be on the job. But 
with the professional base-ball player it is differ- 
ent. Heisa “veteran” atthirty. If by chance 
he hangs on until he is thirty-five, the papers 
speak of him as an old man, broken and de- 
serving of pity. Broken, a hopeless wreck at 
thirty-five, the juice of life squeezed out of him, 
he is thrown on the scrap-heap when his age is 
but half of man’s Biblical allotment ! 


= 


Talk about Ben Linpsey’s Beast in the 
Jungle! Judge Linpsey’s beast is an Angora 
kitten compared with the Brute of Organized 
Base-ball. The Base-ball Trust catches its prey 
when young and unsuspicious. It offers them 
what appear to be attractive inducements, and 
then, after they have signed up, it puts the screws 
on them. It makes them work in the hottest 
weather, sometimes as much as two hours a 
day. Pitchers especially have a hard time, 
frequently being called upon to work two-days, 





Issued every Wednesday, - 
$2.50 for six months, $1.25 for three months, 
Payable in advance, 


$5.00 per year, 


or four hours, a week. Sometimes a ball-player 
has the sun directly in his eyes, possibly to the 
permanent injury of his vision. His throat, 
through continuous crying of “Work hard!” 


” 


and “Now you're pitching!” becomes sensi- 


tive and sore. His nerves are on edge. His 
hands suffer the cruelest torture, the Trust’s 
brutal rules permitting a padded glove on one | 


hand only, and limiting mitts to the catcher 

and first-baseman. An idea of the Base-ball | 
Trust’s slave-driving methods may be had from 
the fact that the players wear out at thirty-five or 
sooner, even though they work but six months 
each year. ‘Two hours’ work a day, rainy days 
excluded, week in and week out for six long 
months, is enough to break any man. __ Besides, 
ball-players are not allowed to sit down at their 
task. ‘They have no comfortable work-bench ; 
no cosy shop. They are obliged to keep 
moving in the open air, often under the cruel 
rays of a relentless sun. What is more, they 
are never long in one place, no matter how 
much they might like to be. Their masters, 
the Magnates, chase them around the 
country from city to city, a 
thousand miles at a 
clip, and everybody 






~ 
“AY, 

& 

NY 


~%, 








and apathy. The sym- 
pathetic hearts which 
beat, and the sympa- 
thetic souls which feel, 
for the little child in 
the canning factory, or 
the widowed mother 
struggling in the sweat- 
shop to support a 
family, are strangely 
unmoved by the spec- 





tacle of the down- 
trodden _ professional 
ball-player. 


™ 


Let us lift up our 
voice and beseech 
them to look his way, to 
heed hiscry. He is the most 
unfortunate of all laborers. In 
other lines of work, in brick making 
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“CAN IT BE THAT MY TAIL IS TRYING TO WAG ME?” 









who has ridden in one 
knows how hot and 
stuffy a Pullman 
sleeper is in summer. 
Are we living in the 
Middle Ages that such 
conditions should go 
unchallenged? Forall 
this, for all the risk he 
takes and all the work 
he does, the profes- 
sional player in the Big 
Leagues is sometimes 
paid as little as 
$3,000, which is at 
the rate of only $120 a 
week, for six months’ hard 
labor. What is the issue of 
child-labor compared with this ? 
Is the country to sit dormant and 
indifferent, heedless of these hapless 
serfs? Humanity forbid ! 
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AN EXTRA _ INNING. 


SEASONAL SONG. 


HEN winter brings its snow, 
And school-boys con their speller, 
And fires are all aglow,— 
Sing ho! the warm rathskeller ! 
But when the city dweller 
His flannels is discardin’ 
This slogan sounds much sweller,— 
“Sing hey! the summer garden!” 





When coal-bills swiftly grow 

(There ’s nothing that is “ schneller '’), 
And mercury drops low,— 

Sing ho! the warm rathskeller ! 

But when the heat ’s a heller 
(I humbly crave your pardon), 


When theatres all show 
Their new attractions stellar, 
And furs are quite the go,— 
Sing ho! the warm rathskeller ! 
But when to every “ feller’’ 
Each girl’s a Dolly Varden, 
Nix on the stuffy cellar,— 
Sing hey! the summer garden! Sing hey! the summer garden! 
Envoy. 
So, when the chill winds beller 
Sing ho! the warm rathskeller ! 
But when June brings us Arden 
Sing hey! the summer garden! 


aA 


Berton Braley. 


ae Wisdom herself will never be able to learn as much as Folly 


n the broad highway of the road to success there is a universal demand 





thinks it knows. 


for real rapid transit. 





And moonlight grows more “ meller,”— 





ONE WAY OF LOOKING AT IT. 


LETHEA ( d/ushing/y ).— Now don’t, Mr. Dusnap! 

Ferdinand is watching at the keyhole. 
Dusnap.—Well, let's gratify his curi- 

osity, and then he may go away. 





I know little 





“SLOW RISES WORTH.” 


_gpereenen — Dot gousin of 

mine vot game to dis gountry 
fourteen months ago is sellin’ 
shoe-laces undt gollar- buttons 
undt such t’ings. — 

COHENSTEIN. — Vot?  Four- 
teen months in der gountry undt 
he aind’t operatin’ in real-estate 
yet? 


ON THE OLD MAN. 
Sy GoTrox (savagely ).— So 


you want to marry my 
daughter, do you? Do you think 
two can live as cheaply as one? 
YounGc Sortiy (slightly embar- 
rassed ).—1—I1 hardly think you will 
notice any difference, sir. 


NO DISAPPOINTMENT. 


CITYMAN.—I see you have the 
larger part of your garden de- 
voted to onions. 

SUBURBS.— Yes. Mary and I 
don't care for onions! 


LITERAL, BUT SLANGY. 


* W"* some little-scholar please tell 

what happened after the Chil- 

dren of Israel had marched seven days around the walls of Jericho, 

blowing their horns?” asked the Sunday-school teacher. “’Tommy 
Taddles, you may answer.” 

“ Please, ma’am,” replied Tommy, “they tumbled to the racket.” 


HIS REASON. 


5 apenas I was in England I met one nobleman who 
actually believed in the abolition of the House of Lords. 
BLotrer..—Did you, really ? 
‘TROTTER.—Yes. He said it was such a nuisance to go there. 


M** a good novel has been founded on fact, but many a good 
newspaper story has foundered on facts. 











EASIER THAN IT 


Mrs. KATZENJAMMER,— Say, Bub! 


LOOKED. 


Please pick up my spool. 












had! And what a headache you'll have to-morrow! Come 


4 


UTOPIA—A PLACE OF PERFECTION. 


ON (/eaving office early ).—-Governor, I am 
going down to the track this afternoon; 
there will be two or three good races. 
Won’t you come? 
FaTHER.—No, my boy; I must stay 
and look after the shop. But here— 
take this fifty-dollar bill—it may come 
handy before you get through. 


be 


GeorcE (shaky. Time, 3:30 A.M. ).— 
My dear, I have been at the club since four 
o’clock this afternoon. I dined with Skinner, 
and we played poker. I had six cocktails 
before dinner and seven whiskies and sodas 
afterward, and lost a hundred and fifteen dollars. 
Mary.— Poor boy! What bad luck you must have 


to bed now, and get to sleep. I'll seeaf I-can’t get you 
something in the morning to make you feel better. 


— 


Orrice-Boy.— Mr. Mullion, may I go to the baseball 
game this afternoon ? 

MuLLIon (danker).—Certainly, my son! Off with 
you! It’s two o’clock, now. You won’t get an inch in the 
bleachers. Why didn’t you speak before? I’d have let you 
go earlier. As it is, here is a dollar for a seat in the grand-stand: 


‘ “ S 

Bocc.e (/awyer ).—Mr. Fitum, here is a check for one hundred 
and fifty dollars. _ I have charged you two hundred and fifty dollars 
for my services. I hope you will not think it unreasonable. 

Frrum.—Well, Mr. Boggle, you have collected only four hundred 
dollars, it is true, but then you have had so much trouble with all those 
complaints and affidavits and things, that I think you deserve most of it. 

7 

ErxHet.—Oh, Harry! I have bought such a love of a bonnet—a 
black feather, a white bird, and such velvet bows! See! Isn’t it be- 
coming? And it cost—it isn’t cheap—twenty-seven dollars. 

Harry.— Well, my dear, I am glad you like it; and I am sure it 
looks lovely. I have fifteen dollars left in the bank, and I think I can 
scramble around and get in the other twelve dollars to-morrow, and I’ll 
put off the rent this ‘month; so I guess we'll be all right. Give mea 
kiss, dear. 
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BeLtateD PepesTRiAN.—Officer, can I get out to Newlots on this 
horse-car line? 





wi ANS 





GENTLE SLEEP. 
RURAL WANDERER.—What time are de cows milked in de morning here? 
FARMER’S WIFE.—At four o’clock. 
RuRAL WANDERER.-— Please instruct de hired man to speak to dem ina 


whisper. Me and my pal’s going ter bunk in yer hay-loft! 


SHE HAD THE PREFERENCE. 


ATHER (angrily entering parlor at twelve-thirty ).—\.ook here, young 
man! Do you stay as late as this when you call on other girls? 

Jack Huccarp (“trembling with fear).—N-n-n-no, sir! 

FATHER (appeased, as he leaves the room).— That’s all right, then! 


(Aside.) ‘Thank Heaven! Mary has caught on at last! 


BITTER CREEK NUPTIALS. 


Ivintty Dan (who has mislaid his wedding ritual and is trying his 
best to remember the words ).—\ hev before me Bad Jake of -Bitter 
. 


Creek an’ Snapshot Sue, whom I intends to jine together in the holy 
bonds of mattermony. Ef any man present knows of any good reason 
why this here couple should n’t marry—don’t draw your gun, Jake!— 


let him—er—um—put up, er 
shet up; an’ ’f he puts up, it’s 





PoLice OFFICER.—Y¢s, sir. 
These cars run as far as 
Bashore Avenue, when you 
will get the cable-road to New- 
lots. It is now half-past one, 
and there ought to be a car 
along in five minutes if you 
wait here. 


PROBABLY. 


J ones (just introduced).— | 
suppose you don’t re- 
member me, but I was once 
a witness against your side in 
a certain trial, and I remember 
that you cross-examined .me 
with the greatest courtesy. 
THE LAwvER.—Is that so? 
Perhaps your testimony was 


not material. 4 
3 
EXPLANATORY “ay 
O” Isaacs (entering un- 
announced).—Vat you , 


mean py holting mine daughter 
in your lap—hey ? 

Younc ROSENBAUM. — 
Vell, her mutter said she 








ASA, purty near a cinch that he ’ll 


forever hold his peace. 


A RELIEF. 
M* Rooter (as GRapy 


takes a long slide to 
second ).—He’s safe! He’s 
safe! He’s safe! 
Miss Newton (her first 
game).—Oh, I’m so glad. I 
was sure he must be killed. 


SADLY NEGLECTED. 


M*: RiLtey.— Thot Kerri- 

gan bye hoz gone oop 
fer tin years fersand-baggin’— 
an’ on’y twinty-wan years old 
th’ wake. 

Mrs. Casgey.— An’ phwat 
cud yez expict, th’ way that 
choild wuz neglected, Mrs. 
Riley? Whoi, he wuz near 
siventeen years old before his 
parents even sint him to a 
reform school! 





oe HacGarp. — You 

had a mighty close call 
in dat lodgin’ - house fire, 
did n’t you? 








vas worth her veight in goldt, Setpum Fep. — Bet yer 
undt I vas shust doing a leedle FUNERAL OF A MATINEE IDOL. neck! Dem firemen squirted 
calculating—dot’s all! (As He Fondly Hopes it Will Be.) water widin two feet o’ me! 



























THE SIMPLEST EVER. 


SHADE OF HENRY THE EIGHTH. 
Treat ’em the way I used to treat 


J ’ll tell you what to do with 
those Suffragettes, old man. 
my women-folks. 





IN LILAC TIME. 


UST SUCH a day as this, perhaps, 
Of mist and driving rain, 
A hundred years ago they stood 
By this old window pane: 
Two lovers leaning here to gaze 
Together at the rain. 


Two lovers leaning here to look 
Out of the self-same pane 

Adown the broad old gravel walk, 
Splashed with the drops of rain 

That dripped from off the lilacs, 
Or dashed against the pane. 


Perhaps it was the lilac storm 
As now. Look! Do you see 

The lilac branches toss and wave 
Their plumes on every tree? 

Whom are they beckoning? Two ghosts 
Unseen by you and me. 


I think the fire blazed on the hearth 
As now, right cheerily, 

Yon portraits on the wall, then fresh, 
Looked down benignantly ; 

And then, I think, she raised her eyes 
To his quite suddenly. 


And when they dropped, as suddenly, 
"Upon the window pane, 
His heart began to beat so fast 
He could not hear the rain, 
Or see the purple lilacs brush 
Against the window pane. 
There, drop the curtain, dear! We have 
No right to look again 
At those old lovers leaning there 
Forgetful of the rain. 
Yet, see! Two names—and here’s a date 
Scratched on the window-pane. 
Eva L. Ogden. 


Je 


TWO GOOD REASONS. 


Ege (in Kentucky ).—1 wonder why this shabby little hamlet is 
called Dell Delight? 
CoLoNneL Nosepaint.—Because, in the fuhst place, it is in a dell; 
and, secondly, because we have fo’ apple-jack distilluhries within a 
stone’s-throw of each othuh, suh! 


SERIOUS. 


“ T-\ear Me!” exclaimed the fond father, anxiously. 
be the matter with the baby ?—it isn’t crying!” 


‘Whatever can 


WANTED TO BE CERTAIN. 


A SMALL LADY, Carrying a hand-satchel and a “Guide- 
Book to the Metropolis,” approached the tall police- 
man on the corner, and smiling affably, asked: 

“Can you tell me the height of that building over 
there, please ?” 

“Six hundred and seventy-three feet and ten inches, 
from the sidewalk to the top of the tower.” ' 

“Thank you ever so much. And is it true that 
there are two hundred and thirty-six deaths in New York 
every twenty-four hours?” 

“Can't say for sure, lady; would n’t be surprised, 
though.” 

“Really! Isn't itdreadful! And 
can you tell me how many parks there 
are in the city?” 

The tall policeman moved un- 
comfortably and gave the exact 
number with a deep sigh. The 

lady positively beamed on him as 
she asked: 

“Ts it really so that thirty 
years ago this spot was a cow- 
pasture ‘where the lowing kine 

stood knee-deep in ‘the shaded 
stream,’ and the only building in sight 
was a church on that corner over there?” 

The policeman looked longingly at 
his watch. 

“That ’s what I’ve been told, but I 
dare say it’s sort of exaggerated, you 
know, lady.” ) 

““Oh,do you think so? I hope you ’re / ‘ 
mistaken; “It’s so sweet to think of these busy 
noisy streets once being peaceful green meadows, don’t you think so? 
And to think that a rippling brook once intersected that corner, ‘flowing 
between drooping willows and alders!’ Do you think that is so?” 

“Sure of it, lady.” 

“Really? Oh; I’mso glad! That is what the guide-book said, 
but I wanted to be perfectly certain of it. Thank you ever so much!” 

And the small lady tripped joyfully away, while the large, tall 
policeman leaned against the corner and mopped his forehead vigorously. 







INFRINGING HIS PREROGATIVE. 
N‘* Parson (Dead Gulch Tabernacle ).—I1 will now close the service 
with prayer. 
Deacon.—Hold on, parson! It’s all right—pray if yer want ter, 
but services ain’t supposed ter close in dis town till Tough ‘Tomkins 
shoots de lights out. 




















AND THEY SAY POLITENESS COSTS NOTHING! 


te’ all beliewe in the division of labor; also we frequently feel like sub- 





tracting something from the quotient. 
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HERE AND THERE IN THEATRE-LAND. 


het MERLE BOONE ort an big Cr re OF cmon wee 
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“The Geisba.” 


F you are fond of English musical comedy, and are not over-critical as to the way it is 
done, by alf means go and hear the revival pf ‘“The Geisha” at Weber and Fields’s 
Theatre. There is enough pretty music in this little opera to outfit at least three modern 
musical comedies, and even if some of the humor seems a bit ancient, and most of the 
foreign members of the “star cast’? appear to know very little of what the lyrics are 
about, you will find ‘‘ The Goldfish,” ‘“Chon Kino,” and “A Geisha’s Life” worth going 
miles to hear. James T. Powers, Pauline Hall, Frank Pollock, Edwin Stevens, and Georgia 
Caine are the real ‘‘stars”’ of the occasion. Certainly it takes a lot more than a good singing 
voice to put over a light opera of this sort, and it only goes to show that a grand opera 


. 


experience is seldom a help when it comes to the necessary lightness of touch and general 
acting ability necessary for English light opera. It is hardly fair to judge the other 
members of the cast. They are simply out of place. Georgia Caine would have been a 
splendid Molly Seamore, and Lina Abarbanell would have made a capital French Geisha, the 
role now played by Miss Caine. 

The production is elaborate, and in addition there is a very attractive chorus. If 
* Japanese coolie girls” look anything like those in ‘*‘ The Geisha” we cannot understand 
why Japanese labor in this country should be frowned upon in California. ‘‘Come on 
over, girls; the more the merrier!" That’s our feeling about it. W. E. Hill. 





PROFESSIONAL SUPERSTITION. 


There were thirteen people in the party, including _ since then, in spite of all that I can do, I have 


RE you superstitious, Barney?” advance agent and treasurer. We opened on _ been unable to cure myself of the superstition.” 


the number thirteen ?” 
“Well,” answered Mr. Barney 
Stormer, in his rich low-comedy “Wait! 





asked Mr. Cassius Lines, the the thirteenth of the month in a town thirteen 
eminent tragedian, as he tried miles from Kalamazoo, and when we got off the marked Cassius Lines, in a sympathetic tone, as 
the experiment of stepping only _ cars there was just $13. 13; all told, in the entire he stepped courteously from the track to allow 
on every other tie fora bit, “are troupe. When the curtain rose on the opéning the Fast Mail to pass. 

you superstitious, Barney, about night there were just thirteen people in the 

audience, and we busted the next day 


“Horrible! Horrible!” GIVING HIM A LESSON. 
Listen! 


“The number was indeed a hoodoo,” re- 





I was arrested thir- 





voice, after he had walked along in 
silence until two telegraph-poles had 
been passed, “I think I may admit, in 

the strict confidence of our friendship, 
that Iam. ‘Two seasons ago, Cassius, I went 
out to do leads in the Lottie Weekstand sited Co. 


“Me 





teen minutes past midnight while attempting, for 
the purpose of deciding a wager, the feat of 
climbing down the hotel fire-escape with two 
trunks; the judge gave me thirteen days in the 
county jail, and it was thirteen months before 
I ever saw dear old New York again. Ever 








heen shocks me awfully to think 
vou took the penny. Remember, it is 
as much a sin to steal a penny as a dollar. 
Now, how do you feel, Willy? 
WiLLy.—Like a chump! There was a dollar 
— — the penny. 








ie eo aad refusal is not seeliebveds nothing paren inciting berter than 


an arched instep. 
















HINTS FOR HOME-SEEKERS. 


Ay EOPLE who have summer residences in the country could 
save a great deal of money by being born and 
brought up there. They would then become 
acquainted, in a natural and easy manner, with 
the ways and means of maintaining a country 
home, and not be obliged to buy their experi- 
ence at the extreme cost of their immortal souls. 
The ccuntry is the right place for a man to live, 
summer and winter, if he wants to grow old grace- 
fully and die successfully. If he was born there, he is 
brought up to the business, and he knows more about it 
than a Wall Street financier can ever learn, no matter how 
clever he may be in the management of dead stock. If, 
however, the citv man who sallies forth into the country 
and purchases himself a rural nest had some kind friend 
to give him tips on the game, he would hug the brawny 
farmer very close in the race for an early grave. It is 
the intention of the writer, who has grown prematurely 
old in acquiring costly experience, to give away herewith 
a few hints for the benefit of those who may desire to go 
upon the amateur yokel stage. ‘These hints are but 
trifles; but they will help to soothe and comfort your 
journey toward the tomb. 

Never quarrel with your neighbors about repairing 
line fences. Let them do it their own way, and don’t you 
intérfere with them. Many a man has run up against a con- 
cealed hornets’ nest while monkeying with a line fence. 

Never do your own plowing. Hire a profes- 
sional expert; and after he is fairly started in 

for his day’s work, say about ten A.M., go 

out and sit on the fence and teach him the 

mathematical properties of parallel furrows. 

Let him see that, while he may have some 

skill as a practitioner, you are just seething 

with theory. 

A very pretty lattice-work can be made out 
of a barn-door by presenting your little boy with 
an auger, and cautioning him not to use it any- 
where around the barn. In the winter you can 
use the lattice-work for fire-wood. Your barn 
will have to be built over by winter time, and 
then you can have new doors put on it. 

Don’t buy a patent lawn-mower. They 
always get out of order when you leave them out 

VEGETABLE SUPE. in the rain for two or three days, and the knives 

get rusty from the dew. Instead of buying a lawn- 
mower, invest in a pair of goats. ‘They will keep down the grass and 
weeds and hop-toads and clam-shells on your front lawn. Very few 
country people know this. It took a city man with an extensive acquaint- 
ance in Harlem to catch the idea. 

Never consent to get down on your hands and knees to pull up the 
weeds that will insist on growing among your wife’s flowers. Hire a boy 
to hoe them. Ten to one he’ll hoe down all the flowers, and then you'll 
have no further trouble with them. You may have trouble with your 
wife; but I’m-telling you 
how to run a country 
place, not a_wife. 

Don’t undertake to raise 
French peas in New Jer- 
sey. You cannot get milk 
out of a stone, nor soda 
lemonade out of a sand- 
bar. Just you raise the 
ordinary old New Jersey 
peas. ‘They’re better than 
the French peas if you 
only knew it. 

You can always tell the 
difference between sweet 
corn and horse corn. The 
former is the kind which 
you plant yourself —that 
is, through the medium 
of your hired man—and 
the latter is the kind your 
farmer neighbors want to 
sell you for your table. 
They do not do this be- 
cause they take you for a 
horse; but because they 
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take you for an animal Wirr.—I think that chauffeur was under the influence of liquor! 
which looks something HusBaNpD.—I 4now he was. He gave me back the right change! our backs. 
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SO ORDERED. 


PARSON JOHNSON.— Deacon Hayrake has jes’ prayed fo’ rain; dose 
in favor ob de Lord granting his prayer, say ‘‘ Aye’? —contrary-minded, 


**No.”? De Sunday-school picnickers hab it! 


like a horse, with amendments to his ears If you want to get milk at 
a low figure, keep a cow. Have the milk which you obtain through her 
kindly services well watered, and sell it to a milkman. With the pro- 
ceeds purchase pure milk from the nearest farmer. But get up early and 
see him milk the cow, or you will be hoodooed. 

You may lose a great deal of natural sleep this way, but it is the 
only method of getting good milk. If you don’t wan’t to do this, you 
should learn to take your milk thin. 

Be sure you keep a dog to frighten away burglars and tramps. Of 
course the dog will run all over your veranda with his muddy feet, and 
will give you many marks of his affection when he leaps upon you in 
joyful greeting. He will also tear up your lawns in the mad search for 
the fierce ground-mole, and he will make life pretty lively for the cat and 
the chickens. And when it is such a bright moonlight night that no 
tramp would dare to venture near your place, the faithful watch-dog will 
howl all night; but when it is so dark that forty burglars might be sitting 
on your front steps without you knowing it, the dog will go away to visit 
his friends and relatives, and stay away for two or three days. But, for 
all that, you must keep a dog; because no man can be respected in the 
country who is without one of the animals. 

By attending to these hints you will escape many of the troubles 
which lie in wait for the 
unwary city man ventur- 
ing into the open country 
for the first time. But 
only time, training, exper- 
ience, a hard heart, and a 
double-barreled shot gun 
will enable you to get the 
best of the native farmer. 


READY THRIFT. 


t BY STONE.-—I hate 

to mention it, dear, 
but I must tell you that 
business has been awfully 
poor lately. If you could 
economize a little in 
dresses—wear something 
plainer. 

Mrs. STonE. — Cer- 
tainly, dear. I shall order 
some plainer dresses to- 
morrow. 


INTAXICATED. TS ’$ many a true 


word spoken behind 
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NICHOLAS OF MONTENEGRO. 
The Leonidas of the Balkans. 
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A FINE DAY’S FISHING. 


HE angler dreams he's catching pickerel 
As fast as he can yank 
The pole, and that they ’re flopping ’round pell-mell 
Upon the breezy bank. 


He sees the perch with shining silver scales 
Disporting on the sod; 
He sees great sunfish wag their slimy tails 
While dangling from the rod. 





He fondly thinks of many a pleasant dish, 
And wakes with smiles elate, 

To ascertain that not a single fish 
Has nibbled at his bait. 


But, all the same, in spirit he is glad, 
For, by that tranquil lake, 
A finer day’s sport he’s really had 
Than if he’d been awake! 


ye 
THE ART OF LETTER-WRITING. 


’'VE got to answer Jennie’s letter, 
and I have n’t the slightest idea 
what to say!” exclaimed Bessie 
Norris, as she leaned her elbows 
on the lid of her secretary and 
tried to think whether she had 
any thoughts to collect. 

“Oh, nonsense!” said Kitty 
Winslow, briskly; ‘it’s awfully 
easy to answer a letter. Give 






you how it’s done. Let me see 
what she says; —um—yes—all right. 
I'll write this out for you and you 
can copy it.” 


DEAR JENNIE :— 

Of. course, you must be happy! Seated 

on the sweet Moorish baicony, overlooking 
such a lovely stretch of country, with Edith 

lying in the hammock swung in front of your rocker, and two of the men loung- 
ing against the railing and smoking. How can you deceive those poor fellows 
so? Naturally they would be furious if they thought you were writing to a man. 
You must have been greatly surprised to find Fred Travis and Will Meadow- 
brooke and Clifford Noyes there, when you didn’t think there was going to 
be a man in the house. But that is just your luck. If you went to the North 
Pole, my dear, the inevitable man would turn up as soon as you had unpacked 
your trunks and shaken the 
wrinkles out of your best gowns. 

So you went out for a moonlight 
drive with Will? No wonder you 
got in awfully late! I guess the 
horse was the only one of the trio 
that really wanted to go home. 
I had to smile at the idea of Mrs. 
Wyckoff refusing to be shocked 
because she knew you were safe 
with Will; he is such a good 
young man! 

So he is; but ‘‘Not too good 
For human nature’s daily food.” 
As you probably found out! 

I quite envy you the Van Nos- 
trands’ dance. It will surely be 
a swell affair; especially as so 
many nice people are coming up 
from New York forit. You must 


write and tell me all about it. 
It is very stupid here now; but 


**I wonder what he’s laughing at?” 





‘‘Ho! Ho! Ho!” 


‘‘Hully Gee! A kissing bee!” 
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me her latest effusion and I’ll show’ 


THE POLICE-DOG DEVELOPS A SENSE OF HUMOR. 














THAT ’S ALL, 


CRITICAL VistToR.—I don’t see why they make such a fuss over 
It’s nothing but a jackass with stripes. 





a zebra. 


Give my love to Edith and the rest of the 
Yours devotedly, 
BESSIE, 


I have filled 


Iam going to Lenox next week. 
girls, and tell them I wish I were there too. 


“There!” said Kitty. “You see how easy it is. 
nearly two sheets of paper.” 

“ How funny!” exclaimed. Bessie. “It reads all right, and yet you 
have only repeated her own letter right back to her, and I don’t have to 
tell her a blessed new thing!” 

“Yes,” replied Kitty, “that’s the proper way to answer a letter, 
and save your brains for more important purposes. And really, you 


know, I believe people are flattered to receive that kind of an answer.” 


PROBABLY. 


gg Gay.—I have just been 

reading that a well-known 
scientist predicts that man will 
presently reach a condition where 
he will be toothless and hairless 
and walk on all-fours. 

Jack Swirt.—And will woman 
continue to pursue what is left 
of him with the same avidity as 
of yore? 





ITTLE MiINNIE.—Oh, Mama, 

what’s that dreadful noise ? 

Mama.—Hush, darling, Papa’s 
trying tosave the price of ashave. 


‘*He’s got something up his sleeve!” 





‘Oh, splash! Quit that!” ‘* Just for that I'll kick you all the 


way to the station-house!”’ 


War VICTIM. FOR » MEN OF BRAINS 





THOSE MopERN GirRLs. 


“ Ma’am, can you do somethin’ for a | First Girt (lunching with frien. 

eC S sufferer from the war in the Balkans?” | —I know he’s rich, but isn’t he t. 
y i } “In what manner did you suffer?” | old to be considered eligible? 

j “MADE AT KEY WEST Seconp GirRL.— My dear, he’s f. 


“T was a proofreader on a daily 





Pears’ Soap leaves the paper.” — Houston Post. 


skin smooth, cool and Qn 
Some TEMPEST. 


healthy. There’s no free ; ’ sented. 
y Fince.--What:wes the worst storm DauGuTeR.—You dear old dad! : REME Dy 


FATHER.—S r mind going t [-19N1- 'sS PILL 
Oo never minc gong 18) SAFE. GENTLE” EFFECT A> 


alkali in Pears.’ Only | you ever encountered? 


Prckx.—I think it raged at the rate 
ood soap and pure. . 
8g P P of two hundred words a minute. — 


: crown work. 
Boston Transcript. 


Sold here and abroad. 





Hussy's PREFERENCE. No Faciwities. 
“Let us go into this department “They say that Cupid strikes the 
store until the shower is over.” match that sets the world aglow. But 


“I prefer this harness shop,” said where does Cupid strike the match ? — 
her husband. “You won't see so many| that’s what I’d like to know.” —Cornell 


things you want.” — Courier-Journal. Widow. 





“Wuat I admire about Briggs is the ALLEN’S 

fact that he says what he thinks.” 
“Which probably accounts for an- 

other one of Briggs’s traits that 1 admire a soe ‘ee Face | Png ty 


very much.” 











“ And what is that?” | Trade-Mark. 25c, Sample FREE. Address, Portland, Me. 
“ His silence.” —A ge- Herald. | ‘The Man who whe pal’ ne ROL Sy. 
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) The Travelers “20-25” Contract: 
$20,000 Accident Insurance For $25 


HE TRAVELERS “20-25” is the latest policy of | | 
the largest accident company in the world. | 
This policy pays $20,000 for serious disabilities 
i and death resulting from Railway, Vessel, Elevator 
) and Hotel Fire casualties for a yearly premium of $25. 
| The policy covers accidents of all kinds, but is designed § af 
i particularly for those who use ‘‘common carriers.” |f 
And to such persons this policy offers more protection i 
against serious accidents for the same money than 
any other policy. 
Larger and smaller amounts at proportionate cost. 
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The Travelers Insurance Co., Hartford, Conn. PUCK B = Tear off 
Gend particulars of “20-25” Accident Policy. My name, address, occupation and date of birth are below: 





for the feet fora quarter —— Des Moines, Iowa. 
30,000 testimonials. Sold everywhere, Crab Orehard, Ky. 


FarHER.— Young Dobson has asked Washington Star. 
me for your hand, and I have con- EE 


the dentist’s to-morrow about that 
Wait until you are mar- 
ried.— Kansas City Star. | 











— Cincinnati Enquirer. 


— | too eligible to be considered old, - 




















For Liquor and Drug Users 


A scientific treatment which has cured half a mil- 
lion in the past thirty-three years, and the one 
treatment which has stood the severe test of time. 
Administered by medical experts, at the Keeley 
Institutes only. For full particulars write 


To the Following Keeley Institutes: 


FOOT-=EASE Hot Springs, Ark. Omaha, Neb. Philadelphia, Pa, Waukesha, Wis. 
Atlanta, Ga. Manchester, N. H. SI2 N. Broad St. Winnipeg, Manitoba. 


Ruffalo, N. ¥. Pittebereh, Pa., Guatemala City, 
Greensboro, N. C. 4246 Fifth Ave. Guatemala. 


Columbus, Ohio. Dallas, Texas. Puebia, Bexico, 
Oklahoma City, Okla, Salt Lake City, Utah. London, England, 
918 N. Stiles St. Seattle, Wash, 


THI&S OMbY7 USE. 
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Bvt ERE A MUNDREO YARO>S HE Flew, 
” SHE Gave & PIERCING wai, 

ALNO AFTER wi ON CaPTYRE SET 
Frew maowx UP THE TReCK: 
“Come Back. vou Beast! WHO 
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- Sydney Bulletin. 


A teaspoonfal of Abbott’s Bitters with your Grape Fruit 
makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample of bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. CO. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





Too Stow For Hun. 

A German farmer was in search of a driving horse. 

“T’ve got just the horse for you,” said the liveryman. 
“He’s five years old, sound as a dollar, and goes ten miles 
without stopping.” 

The German threw his hands skyward. 

“ Not for me,” he said, “not for me. I live eight miles 
from town, and mit dot horse I haf to valk: back two miles.” — 
National Monthly. 





REFUTED. 
“There’s always room at the top,” said the Sphinx. 
“Take a look at us and guess again,” replied the Pyramids. 


FATHER (visiting at college).—My son, these are better, 
cigars than I can afford. : 

Son.— That’s all right, father. Take all you want. This : 
is on me.— Yale Record. 





SreLLa.— No man is really indispensable, you know. 
BELLa.— But some man is.— Zhe Sun. 
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iclets 


REALLY DELIGHTFUL 
Che Dainty Mint Covered 
Cand Coated 
Chewing Gum 


Just ask your doctor 
what he thinks of 
Chiclets. Doctors, 
dentists and trained 


nurses use and recom- 
mend Chiclets for their 
patients’ use and use 
them themselves in the 
sick-room, the office or 
home. That exquisite 
peppermint, the frue mint, 
makes Chiclets the refine- 
ment of chewing gum for 
people of refinement. 

- Look for the Bird Cards in the 
packages, You can secure a beau- 
tiful Bird Album free. 

For Sale at all the Better Sort of Stores 

5c. the Ounce and in Se., 10c. and 25¢. 

Packets 

SEN-SEN CHICLET 

COMPANY 
Metropolitan 
Tower 


_ New York 
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Wistar Now. 


He knew so much of women’s ways! 

We listened to him in amaze, 

For he could talk for days and days 
Of woman—well he knew her! 

But, though we see him every day, 
ow not a single word he’ll say; 

He’s lost his old bold, boastful way— 
You see, he’s married to her ! 

—Lippincott’s. 


| European plan? 


dear. 

Mrs. B.—I’m not feeling hungry 
|this morning. I think I'll merely take 
| some coffee and rolls. 

Mr. B. (laying aside paper ).—What 


the European plan? No, it is not. 
Mrs. B. (fo waiter). — You may 

bring me an omelet, some shad, mutton 

chops with a bit of bacon, baked 





Mrs. Brown.—Is this hotel on the, 


Mr. Brown (in preoccupied tones 
from behind his paper). — Yes, my 


were you asking me, my dear? On| 





potatoes, rolls, and coffee, and after- 
ward some griddle-cakes and syrup.— 


Harper's Weekly. 





“We had to let that servant go.” | 
“What was the matter? Would n’t | 


she work?” 


| 





‘Oh, she did the work all right, 
but she could n’t get along with the| 
children.” 

*Thatso?” 

“Yes. She’d lose her temper every 
time one of them kicked her on the 


| shins.”"—Detroit Free Press. 


“DARLING,” he murmured, as soon 
as they had been seated in the high- | 
priced restaurant, “you can have any- 
thing you want on the _bill-of-fare. 


Shall I read it off to you?” 


Daily News. 


| 


“No,” replied the dear girl, “just 
read it to the waiter.”— M//waukee 





KNICKER.—Did you turn the picture 
to the wall? 

Bocker.—It was a cubist affair, so 
we turned the wall to the picture. — 
The Sun. 





He.—Are you superstitious about 


| the number thirteen ? 


‘only I don’t like it because I think it| 
| brings bad luck.—Answers. 


SHe.—I’m not a bit superstitious; | 
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TIME, THREE A.M.—— ASLEEP AT LAST. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in. 
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This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. Send ten 
Gs. for Fifty-page Catalogue of Reproductions in Miniature. 


Puck 


ROK = 








| 


By Angus MacDonail. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


Address PUCK, New York 























Bottled only by the Brewers 


fi mperigs Beadleston & Woerz, 
eer 


NEW YORK 
















Walk, 


ever since. 
now issued 


Ten Cents per 








PUCK, 


‘THis is the poem 
that you read in 
PUCK years ago and 


have been looking for 
We have 


“WALK, 
—— YOU, 
WALK!” 


as a Booklet, in large, 
readable type, with the 
original illustrations, at 








Copy. 





y 





You, Walk! 
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Admirers of this famous poem will appreciate the opportunity to secure copies in handy pocket form. 
For sale by all booksellers and newsdealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. Address 


295-309 Lafayette Street, 


New York 





Laugh and Grow Fat ! 





This Wise Old 


Owl 


Has 





Subscribed 





For 


Uc 


‘The Foremost and Most Widely Quoted Humorous Weekly 


Take PUCK and Laugh ! 








As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 





It is attractive pictorially, because its artifis are among the bed. 


It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 


q 
@ It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 
gq 
q 


It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. 


if your newsdealer does a’t handle 
PUCK, ask him to order 
it for you. 





Tell Your Newsdeeler 


Bre 


NEXT WEEK. 


10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 


PUCK, New York 


Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
mee liberal package of sample copies of 


7 
c 
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- WHISKEY 


LINGUIST. 


























The Whiskey With- 
out a Regret 


Pure, mellow, with a flavor ; 


that tickles the palate and 
lingers in the memory. 


BERNHeim DisTILLING Co. 
Louisvitie, KY. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 
BRancn WAREHOUSE: 20 Beekman Street. 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 





H New York. ! 





‘‘T am returning him to you because I can’t understand a word he says.” 
‘*That does n’t concern me. Madame buys a parrot from Java; all Madame 


has to do is to learn Javanese.” —ZLe Sourire. 


Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters are 


appetizing and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
2% cts. in stamps. OU, W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 








VILLAGER (40 person who has assisted to push cart up hill).—May all the 
blessin’s of hiven rist upon your honor; one donkey never could have done it! 
—London Mail. 








OUR PRESIDENT! 








by Pach firos., N. ¥. 


PUCK’S PORTRAIT OF 


Hon. Woodrow Wilson 


In Colors Size 14x21 inches Price Ten Cents 


SECURELY WRAPPED AND MAILED 
ANYWHERE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE 


Alt patriotic Americans should have a copy of this life-like 
picture, which has been pronounced by competent 
critics to. be the finest portrait on the market of the President. 


Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 

















Miss INNOCENCE. 


Miss ARTLEsS.—I just despise that man! = 

Her Mamma.—Indeed? Why, you just parted with him so sweetly. 

Miss A.—I know it. I had to. That makes me all the madder. 

Her Mamma.—What in the world has he done? 

Miss A.—Well, I was saying how dreadfully fast those Hoopemup girls 
are, and how I dislike that kind of thing, you know 

Her MammMa.—Well, that was just the thing to say. 

Miss A.—And he looked off at the sea and said it had been his impression 
that I and the Hoopemup girls would beat two pair! 

Hex MamMa.—The wretch! Why didn’t you resent it instantly? 

Miss A.—I did. I told him I didn’t know one card from another. — 
Yale Record. 





“ THERE ain’t no ham in this here sandwich,” a man growled, seated on a 
high stool before the marble bar of an old-fashioned railway restaurant. 

“Oh, you ain’t come to the ham yet,” the attendant answered easily. 

The man ate on. Then he growled again: “There ain’t no ham yet.” 

“Qh,” said the attendant, “ you’ve bit over it now.” ——Zchange. 


“SEE AMERICA FIRST.” 











FEATHER RIVER CANON, 





Courtesy of 
Western Pacific Railway. 





























You like to HUNT and FISH 


You like to go 
CAMPING— 


then surely you will enjoy 
the National Sportsman 
mayazine, with its 160 richly 
illustrated pages, full to over- 
flowing with interesting stor- 
fes and valuable information 
about guns, fishing tackle, 
camp outfits—the best , laces 
to go for fish and game, and 
a thousand and one valu- 
alle **How to” hints for 
sportsmen. The National 
Sportsman is just like a 
big camp fire in the woods 
where thousands of good fel- 
lows gather once a month and 
spin stirring yarns about their 
experiences with rod, dog, rifle 
and gun. Think of it, twelve 
round trips to the woods for 
@ $1.00 bill. 


SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER 


Just to show you what it's 
like, we will send you the 
National Sportaman 
mayazine for three months 
and your choice of a 
handsome National 
Sportsman Kroth- 
erhood emblem in 
the form of a Lapel 
Button, Scarf Pin, 
or a Watch Fob, 
as here shown, on 







































receipt of esc in 
stamps or coin. 


Don't delay — 
join our great big 
Hunting, Fishing, 

Camping, Nature- 
loving National 
Sportsman Kroth- 
erhood today. 





National Sportsman Magazine, 78 Federal St., Boston. 

















DEAREST DEAR. 
‘Oh, tell me, dearest,’’ whispered she, 
‘* Without me what would living be?” 
And, looking up with troubled eye, 
‘* Cheaper,’’ he faintly made reply. 


— Town Topics. 


AMERICAN VIEW. 


“So you don’t approve of those 
London Suffragettes ?” 

‘[ don’t know much about them,” 
replied Miss Cayenne, “but I cer- 
tainly feel that a woman who can’t 
subdue a few men without the use of 
dynamite is something of a failare.”— 
Washington Star 


Vistror. — My husband considered 
very long before he proposed to me. 
He was very careful. 

Hostess.—Ah, it is always those 
careful people who get taken in! — 
London Opinion. 


PUCK PROOFS 
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HAND PAINTED. 
Proof in Colors, 14x 12 in. 


By W. E. Hill 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


CG his is but one example of the 
PUCK PROOFS. Send 
Gen Cents for Fifty-Page Catalog 
of Reproductions in Miniature. 





Address PUCK 
295-309 Lafayette Street NEW YORK 
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ExcITED DEMAGOGUE. —We want labor reform, we want social reform, 





we want land reform, we want 
VoIcE FROM Crowb.—What you want is chloroform !— Punch. 


“Wat kind of an automobile have you?” 
“Qh, I don’t know,” replied Mr. Chuggins wearily. 
possible, and let it go at that.”— Washington Star. 


Re | STORICAL.. 


(emo) oP 


“Think the worst 


WHEN NELLIE DRESSES. 


When Nellie goes upstairs to dress 
I take a magazine, 
And read about the wonders of 
Some far-off foreign scene; 
An article on men who graft, 
The Wall Street system, too; 
Also the editor’s remarks 
On what next month he ’I] do. 


I light my pipe and puff away 
The while the page I scan, 

And read a Robert Chambers tale 
About some love-sick man. 

A muck-rake expert leads me through 
A bale of torrid stuff 

Explaining how a lot of men 
Got rich upon a bluff. 


I read the advertisements next, 
Of collars, kodaks, cars, 
Of breakfast-foods and underwear, 
Tobacco and cigars. 
A liberal education I 
Obtain, I must confess, 
The evening we are going out 
And Nellie starts to dress. 
—Detroit Free Press 


CALM BEFORE STORM. 
“Why this hush, this elaborate tip- 
toeing about?” 
“S-sh! Mother is getting ready to 
"ask father for a little extra money.”— 
Pittsburgh Post. 











and constantly sustained interest. 
than any other historical novels written since the elder Dumas 
laid down the pen. The deeds and the people with which they 
deal are such that most persons of ordinary culture are somewhat 


ashamed to be ignorant of them. ‘* Human interest’’ always 


prevails in these volumes and has given them their steadfast 
popularity. 


Fascinating Figures of the Past 


Here we meet Marie Antoinette, the ill-fated queen, centre 
of the most brilliant court in Europe, hurled from her throne by 
the rude hand of revolution, and passing, *mid the derisive roar 
of the mob, to her tragic death upon the guillotine. Here, also, 
we meet Frederick the Great, the eccentric Prussian, who, 
though he was endeared to his subjects as ‘‘ Old Fritz,’’ detested 
things German, always spoke French, and was not only the 
greatest general of his century, but played the flute like a master; 
Andreas Hofer, the Tyrolese patriot, who in his mountain passes 
with his little army for years defied the French and Bavarian 
forces sent to crush him; Napoleon (The ‘‘ Little Corporal,’’) 
commanding victorious hosts and bidding pathetic farewell to the 
Old Guard—the Old Guard that could die but never surrender. 


acters play their parts in these absorbing dramas. 


Write Us At Once—To-day 


This is the complete twenty-volume (20-vol.) edition, fresh 
sets of which with a handome new back-stamp in gold design 
have just come from the binders. ‘The books are illustrated by 


Around such great historical personages hundreds of minor char- . 


Twenty Thrilling Tales 
at 50c on the $1.00 


These are historical romances in a real sense—strong, vivid stories full of action, conflict, 
They have aroused more attention and been the subject of more talk 

















TITLES OF THE 
20 VOLUMES 


Napeleon and the Queen of Prussia 
The Empress Josephine 

Napoleon and Bluecher 

Queen Hortense 

Marie Antoinette and Her Son 
Prince Eugene and His Times 

The Daughter of an Empress 
Joseph 11. and Hts Court 

Frederick the Great and His Court 
Berlin and Sans-Souci 

Frederick the Great and His Family 
Goethe and Schiller 

The Merchant of Berlin 

Loutse of Prussia and Her Times 
Old Fritz and the New Era 
Andreas Hofer 

Mohammed Ali and His House 
Henry VIII. and Catherine Parr 
Youth of the Great Elector 

Reign of the Great Elector 


The books are printed upon extra quality 
of paper from easy-to-read type, are attractive- 
ly illustrated and beautifully bound. Titles 
and ornaments are stamped in gold on the 
back. The size of the volumes is 544x7¥% 


inches. 











40 handsome photogravures. We are offering the entire set 
at the special reduced price of $23.50. If you are satisfied 
with the books you pay us only $1.00 down upon acceptance, 
and thereafter $2.00 per month until the purchase price has 
been paid. If not, notify us and the books may be returned 
at our expense. You will have incurred no obligation what- 
ever. These books have delighted thousands at prices as high 
as $50.00—remember our price: only $23.50. Now is 
the time to act. Send in the coupon to-day. 


The University Society 
44-60 E. 23rd St., New York 








The University Society, New York 


You may send me for inspection, charges prepaid, 
a set of MUEHLBALH’S HISTORICAL ROMAN- 
bound in cloth. 
if I decide to keep it I shall pay you $1.00 on accept- 
ance and $2.00 a month thereafter until $23.50 has 
If not, I sball notify you, so that you 
may arrange for its return at no expense to me 
whatever. 


CES, 20 vols., 


been paid. 


Address 


COUPON PUCK 


After examination, 
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THE PUCK PRESS 


BUFFALO BILL’S FAREWELL FAREWELL PARADE. 





